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needless dreams, are so readily aroused at such times.
Good night!"

He walked away into the darkness with a step which,
though still elastic, was nevertheless a little slackened by
age. It was already late. But the fatigue I might have
felt this sultry night was kept at bay by the stir of the
blood that comes when something strange has happened,
or when sympathetic understanding makes one for an
instant relive another's experiences. I wandered along
the quiet and lonely road as far as the Villa Carlotta,
where the marble stairs lead down to the lake, and seated
myself on the cool steps. The night was wonderfully
beautiful. The lights of Bellaggio, which before had
seemed close at hand, like fireflies flickering amid the
leaves, now looked very far away across the water. The
silent lake resembled a black jewel with sparkling edges.
Like white hands, the rippling waves were playing up
and down the lowest steps. The vault of heaven, radiant
with stars, was infinite in its expanse. From time to
time came a meteor, like one of these stars loosened from
the firmament and plunging athwart the night sky;
downwards into the dark, into the valleys, on to the
hills, or into the distant water, driven by a blind force as
our lives are driven into the abysses of unknown
destinies.
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